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Cbc  3BoarO  of  %ite 

Around  the  Board  of  Life  that  is  so  dressed 
That  few  may  leave  the  banquet  satisfied, 
Each  takes  his  place,  and  in  his  barren  pride, 
Esteems  himself  no  lightly  honoured  guest. 
But  soon  the  senses  fail  him,  and  oppressed 
By  some  vague  want  persistently  denied, 
The  glass  wherefrom  he  drank  is  set  aside, 
The  wine  is  sour  that  once  he  deemed  the  best. 

Dim  grow  the  tapers,  and  the  fires  burn  low, 
The  jest  rings  hollow,  and  the  laughter  vain, 
Yet  must  he  tarry  now  who  fain  would  go, — 
Knowing  full  well,  before  the  feast  is  up, 
That,  sweet  or  bitter,  he  must  drink  again. 
When  Death  shall  rise  to  pass  the  loving-cup. 


ambition 

Not  his  as  yet  the  gift  of  fair  renown  ; 

But  that  great  hope  which,  shining  through  despair, 

Lightens  and  makes  his  cross  a  thing  to  bear 

Against  the  gloom  of  Fortune's  darkening  frown. 

While  others  lay  their  little  burdens  down, 

He  keeps  the  upward  path,  content  to  wear 

A  coronet  of  weariness  and  care. 

Till  life  shall  crown  him  with  another  crown. 

For  how  is  he  to  rest  him  while  the  light 
Strikes  on  and  ever  on  from  hill  to  hill  ? 
If,  when  he  gains  some  lonely  radiant  height 
Which  was  the  passionate  purpose  of  his  will, 
His  pilgrim  soul  goes  forth  again  in  flight 
To  win  the  radiance  of  a  higher  still  ? 
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Zbe  IRigbt's  TRevcngc 

I  STRAYED  behind,  for  I  had  hoped  to  catch 

Some  whispered  breath  upon  Night's  graven  stair, 

A  sign  or  sound  of  favour — as  it  were 

The  gentle  lifting  of  a  secret  latch. 

Or,  straying  so,  I  thought  perchance  to  snatch 

A  jewel  from  her  star-enkindled  hair, 

A  very  flaine  of  joy  that  I  might  bear 

In  daily  triumph  for  the  sun  to  match. 

But  as  I  stood,  her  dusky  garments  swept 
In  troubled  silence  through  the  windless  skies, 
Where  all  her  retinue,  subservient,  kept 
The  voiceless  burden  of  her  mysteries, — 
While  every  squandered  hour  revengeful  leapt, 
And  burned  rebuke  within  my  sleepless  eyes. 
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No  dead  rose-leaves  or  withered  lavender  ; 

No  silken  lock  of  hair  which  may  have  kept 

Its  gold  (as  on  her  forehead  when  she  slept); 

No  painted  miniature  whose  eyes  refer 

To  some  dear  thought  of  love  mine  own  could  stir  ; 

No  letter  over  which  she  may  have  wept 

Or  smiled  :  nothing,  indeed,  have  I,  except 

A  memory — 'tis  all  I  have  of  her. 

The  sunset,  and  the  early  star  deep-seated, 
The  budding  hedge-rows  by  the  faint  winds  shaken, 
And  then  her  curtained  window  still  unlit ; 
The  hand-clasp  and  the  promise  oft-repeated, 
And  when  at  last  by  sleep-time  overtaken, 
The  silence — and  the  kiss  that  followed  it. 


C^ransformatton 

Well  now  I  know  the  splendid  joys  that  wait 
Their  God-appointed  hour  ;  the  hope  that  wings 
Exultant  to  the  skies  ;  the  whisperings 
Of  timid  love  first  made  articulate  : — 
As  when  in  every  tree  the  song-birds  mate  ; 
As  when  the  wind  in  every  meadow  sings  ; 
As  when  I  face  the  lessening  day  that  brings 
My  patient  heart  to  thee — for  thee  to  sate. 

How  sweet  indeed  I      In  waking  and  in  dream 
The  things  I  wearied  of  so  long  now  seem 
Strangely  prophetic  of  your  eyes  and  lips  ; 
The  very  rust  of  life  is  turned  to  gold, 
And  in  familiar  places  I  behold 
The  lustrous  galaxy  that  Love  equips. 


;ro  Stella 

I  HAD  a  vision  of  the  Heavens  Untold — 

Of  ordered  stars,  and  stars  in  disarray, 

Of  Ways  more  shadowy  than  the  Milky  Way, 

Of  night-racked  moons,  and  planets  spaced  in  gold. 

Yet  one  there  was,  so  lovely  to  behold, 

That  all  the  worlds  she  passed  among  shrank  gray — 

Even  those  that  wore  the  panoply  of  Day  ! 

For  God  was  there  to  lead  her  through  the  fold. 

Scarce  had  she  reached  her  love-predestined  goal, 

When,  through  the  passion  of  her  shining  soul. 

Sweet  pity  flooded  in  and  joy  grew  less  ; 

And  God,  interpreting  her  mood  aright, 

Knew  that  He  erred,  and  bade  her  soul  to  bless 

The  sphere  she  sorrowed  for — and  Earth  had  light. 


ffbctnovs 

Last  night  I  looked  into  my  heart,  and  lo  ! 
The  ghostly  rooms  and  passages  were  dimm'd  ; 
Only  at  some  pale  shrine  a  woman  trimm'd 
Her  flickering  lamp  which,  held  aloft,  did  show 
A  picture  of  the  "  Many  Years  Ago." 
And  gazing  there  and  pondering,  tender-limbed 
And  sorrowful  of  countenance,  she  hymned 
Some  lost  love-scented  song  'twas  mine  to  know. 

"  Untiring  sister  of  my  heart,"  I  spake, 
"  Will  no  time  ever  come  when  I  shall  see 
The  past  lie  mute  and  dead  for  pity's  sake  ?  " 
She  turned  and  sighed  :  "  What  would'st  thou 

have  of  me  ? 
'Tis  mine  to  give  what  death  alone  can  take, 
And  Life  is  thine,  and  I — am  Memory." 
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©  ^aitblces  Sleep 

0  FAITHLESS  Sleep  !  have  I,  then,  sinned  that  thou 
Should'st  show  me  such  unutterable  scorn  ? 
Weary,  distraught,  I  watch  the  waifs  of  dawn 
Float  through  the  casement, — whilst  my  aching  brow 
Would  do  thee  gentle  homage  even  now. 
Have  not  these  throbbing  eye-lids  daily  worn 
With  tearless  patience,  sorrow  meekly  borne  ? 
And  have  I  failed  that  thou  should'st  disavow  ? 

0  suffer  me  thy  blessing  !     Be  thou  kind 
For  one  short  hour  at  least  that  I  may  find 
That  little  space  of  rest  for  which  I  crave ; 
That  little  darkness  which  is  less  than  death. 
And  more  than  ever  life's  divinest  breath 
To  those  whose  sorrow  still  survives  the  grave. 
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^be  Mfcescl 

A  FAIRY  aisle— these  glittering  tremulous  bars 
Of  moon-lit  water  narrowing  away, — 
A  length  of  rippling  ribbon  silver-grey, 
That  mocks  the  mirrored  glory  of  the  stars. 
Moving  athwart  its  path,  with  slender  spars, 
A  lanterned  vessel  goes  to  meet  the  day 
That  lies  in  waiting  far  across  the  bay, 
"Where  scarce  a  note  of  human  passion  jars. 

To-morrow — out  of  sight  and  out  of  mind  ! 
She  leaves  no  furrow  ploughed  her  track  behind  ; 
Gone — as  the  banished  moonlight  from  the  sea. 
And  yet  I  know,  in  some  mysterious  form, 
She  shapes  a  course — in  safety  or  in  storm — 
That  soon  or  late  shall  touch  my  destiny. 
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ttbe  "dnwritten  ipage 

He  heard  the  inner  pulse  of  Nature  beat, 
And  listened  long  and  long,  and  pondered  well, 
Until  he  came  to  know  the  unuttered  spell 
Of  every  wayside  flower  he  chanced  to  greet. 
To  him  the  Book  of  Life  seemed  all-complete  ! 
From  every  page  the  message  rose  and  fell 
In  rythmic  ecstasy  ;  and  he  could  tell 
Of  many  wonders  that  were  strangely  sweet. 

But  when  the  mighty  tome  was  well-nigh  read, 
One  thing  he  strove  to  learn  ere  yet  he  sank 
In  death  :  the  unvoiced  secret  of  the  dead  ! 
So  deep  had  been  the  knowledge  that  he  drank. 
So  pure  the  paths  his  eager  feet  had  sped, 
That  lo  !  he  turned  the  page — and  it  was  blank. 
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A  WHILE  ago  my  Sun  of  Hope  shone  fair 

Upon  Life's  seething  waters,  and  I  said : 

I  will  go  forth,  and  by  that  symbol  led. 

Achieve.     For  lo  !  my  youth  is  strong  ;  and  where 

Great  hopes  lie  slain  amid  the  great  despair 

Of  multitudes,  I  will  not  turn  my  head, — 

But  rather  look  to  where  the  light  is  shed 

For  all  the  joy  that  should  await  me  there. 

And  forth  I  went.     Unshaken  in  my  strength 
I  laboured  on, — until  I  seemed  at  last 
Almost  to  hear  the  distant  trumpet-call. 
But  soon  before  me  lay  a  weary  length 
Of  twilight, — and  I  knew  my  hour  was  past ; 
And  beggared,  waited  for  the  night  to  fall. 
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Sometimes  when  I  am  neither  sad  nor  gay, 
And  peace  is  on  me  like  a  transient  whim, 
The  jarring  discords  of  existence  swim 
And  die  to  nought ;  and  I  am  charmed  away 
Beyond  the  commonplace  of  everyday, 
Where  no  recurrent  clouds  sail  high  to  dim, 
But  where  the  sun-cup  bubbles  to  the  brim, 
And  every  wind  has  something  new  to  say. 

Then,  suddenly,  the  veil  falls,  and  I  hear 
The  traffic's  distant  roar,  and,  far  and  near. 
The  sound  of  voices  and  of  hurrying  feet ; 
While  pitched  above  the  murmur,  all-intense, 
Some  strolling  vendor,  eager  of  his  pence, 
Proclaims  his  wares  upon  the  dusty  street. 
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1R«mint6cence 

And  do  I  think  of  her  and  wish  her  back 
To  lamp  the  shadows  of  a  loveless  home  ? 
And  if  I  went  to  seek  her  would  she  come 
To  walk  with  me  again  the  beaten  track, 
And  give  my  skies  the  colour  which  they  lack  ? 
Nor  I,  nor  she !  Save  when  the  fancies  roam 
From  sober  fact,  the  thought,  grown  burdensome, 
Lies  seldom  weighed  amid  the  cares  that  rack. 

Can  I  recall  a  day  remembered  best 

Of  all  those  days  of  passion  and  unrest — 

One  poignant  phase  which  time  can  never  mar  ? 

This,  only  this,  that,  having  kissed  farewell, 

I  heard  the  timing  of  a  distant  bell, 

And  marked  the  passage  of  a  falling  star. 
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vnbat  %ovc  \QW  Atnc 

What  love  was  mine  that  prompted  me  to  wear 

This  sin  upon  my  soul, — that  led  my  heart 

To  find  in  hate  a  fiery  counterpart, 

In  grief  a  constant  friend,  and  in  despair 

A  mute  companion  !     Sad  beyond  compare 

Is  this  which  I  have  earned,  since  neither  art 

Nor  force  of  will  shall  slay  the  conscious  smart 

Of  memory.     But  may  be  when  my  prayer 

Is  granted,  and  the  grave  has  gathered  in 

This  mortal  frame  which  now  I  would  were  dead, 

God  will  not  scorn  me  wholly  for  the  sin  ; 

But  loving  still  and  pitying  will  lay 

His  healing  hand  upon  my  weary  head. 

And  so  redeem  the  soul  that  went  astray. 
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3n  I>rcam« 

Walk  with  me  down  the  quiet  vales  of  sleep, 
In  dreams  that  hint  not  of  the  day's  return  ; 
Walk  with  me  there  beneath  those  skies  that  burn 
With  passionate  eloquence — where  lovers  keep 
The  vows  which  Fate  hath  scattered  to  the  deep  ! 
In  that  dear  realm  is  Fate  no  longer  stern  ; 
Thou  may'st  forget  thy  sorrows  there,  and  learn 
How  sweet  is  life  that  has  no  tears  to  weep. 

For  lo  !  the  night  is  come  !  and  I  would  wed 
Thy  life  to  mine  in  that  enchanted  land, 
By  light  of  sweet  love's  own  designing  led  ; 
That,  sleeping,  I  might  take  thee  by  the  hand, 
And  waking  in  the  touch  remembered. 
Encompass  the  great  joy  which  God  hath  plann'd. 
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fallen 

The  burden  of  her  unrecorded  shame, 

Looks  not  for  pity  from  those  hollow  eyes  ; 

For  who  may  lift  her  now,  and  who  disguise 
Her  wrecked  soul's  lost  integrity  of  aim  ? 
A  painted  gibe,  a  jest,  a  whispered  name, 

A  thing  to  shun,  a  moral  for  the  wise  ! 

Creature  apart,  whom  Charity  denies. 
To  taunt  with  irrecoverable  fame  ! 

Enough  !     The  mask  is  hers  for  all  to  scan  ! 

Shrink  as  he  will  from  that  encrimsoned  lip, 
She  moves  a  woman  still — in  spite  of  man. 
And  when  the  end  is  come  (for  God  is  just), 

Who  knows  the  pointed  finger  yet  may  dip 
From  scorn  to  write  repentance  in  the  dust. 
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•ClncomprebenOing 

And  though  my  song  a  sweeter  one  should  be 
Than  ever  mortal  yet  was  given  to  sing, 
And  though  the  passion  of  ray  words  should  ring 
Beyond  the  charmed  realm  of  minstrelsy  ; 
I  do  not  think  your  heart  would  turn  to  me 
With  newer  love  (the  old  remembering) ; 
For  then  the  past  traditions  cloy  and  cling, 
And,  dust-born,  you  are  glad  in  your  degree. 

Nay,  even  though  the  world  were  at  my  feet, 
Love  would  remain  a  lyric  incomplete — 
An  empty  chalice  none  but  you  might  fill ; 
Did  all  men  do  me  homage  for  awhile. 
And  you  beheld,  I  know  you  would  but  smile, 
And  pass  me  by — uncomprehending  still  I 
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^be  IReliet 

She  entered  smiling  ;  the  imagined  wrong 
Was  banished  in  a  sweet  pretence,  or  lost ; 
I  sued  her  gaze,  daring  to  count  the  cost ; 
I  hoped  her  weak,  and  thought  that  I  was  strong ! 
She  was  the  only  Presence  in  that  throng — 
The  one  for  whom  my  spirit  hungered  most — 
Sworn  mine  alone  of  late  ! — 0  prideful  boast ! 
To-night,  a  stranger,  as  she  passed  along  ! 

But  as  I  watched — her  deep  eyes  flashing  wide, 
Deigning  the  court  of  those  that  flattered  her — 
She  paused,  and  gave  to  me  her  lightest  glance  ; 
And  when  (as  if  that  look  had  been  by  chance) 
She  turned  abruptly  to  her  questioner 
And  laughed  assent,  'twas  well !    I  knew  she  lied  I 
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Xonclincse 

The  waters  drowsed  beside  the  pebbled  beach, 
Fraught  with  the  langours  of  the  dying  day  ; 
An  hour  ago  I  thought  no  power  could  stay 
Their  surge  and  fury.     Silence  seemed  to  preach 
A  vaster  lesson  than  the  labouring  speech 
That  had  subsided  ;  and  afar  away, 
Moody  and  indistinct  a  white  mist  lay, 
Where  sea  and  sky  were  melting  each  in  each. 

The  bashful  stars  woke  into  light  anon. 
Cradled  in  calm  where  storm  had  ceased  to  bo  ; 
From  some  gaunt  rock  the  light-house  beacon  shone 
Across  the  sailless  deep  ;  and,  bond  or  free, 
I  saw  no  sign  of  life  to  dwell  upon, — 
Feeling  more  lonesome  than  the  lonely  sea. 
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Xaw 

For  countless  centuries  her  eyes' have  met 
The  vast  unerring  courses  of  the  stars  ; 
The  lights  of  Hesperus  and  Royal  Mars, 
And  all  the  winging  worlds  that  rise  and  set, 
Have  touched  with  awe  her  peerless  coronet ; 
While  flashing  wide  their  hiltless  scimitars 
Through  waste  and  fire  of  immemorial  wars 
Her  spawn  of  waning  systems  chafe  and  fret. 

But  0,  take  heed  !  If  any  man  should  yield, 

Her  gift  to  him  is  madness  and  despair  ! 

The  barriers  she  bids  him  pass  are  sealed  ! 

And  none  (though  she  invite)  may  read  her  scrolls, 

Or  look  upon  her  awful  beauty  where 

She  stands  amid  hor  sacrificial  souls. 
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TLbe  Xast  of  fbci 


We  sat  within  the  same  scenfc-haunted  room, — 
But  she,  my  love — ah  !  she  way  not  the  same  ! 
For  well  I  heard  her  voice  die  with  my  name  ;  — 
And  well  I  knew  the  silence  and  the  gloom, 
And  the  sad  odour  of  acacia  bloom  ! -• 
Her  eyes  spake,  though  her  lips  refused  to  frame 
The  words  that  strove  within  her  ;  but  there  came 
At  length  the  stilled  sob  that  sealed  my  doom. 

'Twas  not  for  me  to  question  or  upbraid  ; 
Nor  was  it  mine  to  urge  a  little  space 
Of  time,  while  all  my  soul  went  forth  and  prayed 
For  one  last  hope  ; — but  only  as  her  face 
Leaned  toward  mine  a  farewell  gift,  I  lajd 
My  joys  aside,  and  all  my  life  apace. 
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When  I,  in  turning  to  my  Past,  behold 
That  lonely  child  of  thought-enraptured  days, 
I  wonder  if  his  later  look  betrays 
The  ecstasies  that  marked  him  out  of  old  ! 
Where  are  the  gleaming  visions  manifold 
That  lit  with  awe  the  secret  of  his  praise  ? 
Where  are  the  burdens  of  his  unpenned  lays  ? 
And  where  the  frenzy  of  his  dreams  untold  ? 

I  may  not  now,  nor  shall  I  e'er,  reclothe 
Those  wasted  vigils  in  the  days  to  come 
With  aught  of  that  deep  soul  I  once  possessed  ; 
For,  banished  to  the  common  paths  I  loathe, 
Wherein  the  echoes  of  my  youth  are  dumb, 
'Tis  mine,  alas  !  to  lumber  dust-confessed. 
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L/- 


Bnigma 


Pity  to-day  broods  dove-wise  on  your  breast, 
And  sweet  love  lamps  the  softness  of  your  eyes, 
Whilst  sinless  passion  like  a  zephyr  sighs 
In  every  word  you  speak, — and  I  am  blest ! 
But  then  to-morrow  you  are  so  possest 
That  hell  might  claim  you  ;  all  your  pity  dies 
To  stinging  scorn  ;  distrust  and  falsehood  rise 
And  urge  your  lips  to  some  most  cruel  jest : 

That,  thrust  beyond  the  golden  pale  of  hope, 
Like  a  lost  mendicant,  despised,  I  grope 
Along  the  treacherous  by  ways  of  your  heart, — 
If  haply  my  bewildered  soul  might  find 
Some  trace  your  other  self  had  left  behind, 
Some  yet  unbidden  virtue — set  apart. 
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®lsillu0ione2) 

What  more  could  I  than  sacrifice  my  all ! 

For  I  it  was  who  chose  the  perilous  way 

That  led  alone  to  thee.     Though  sad  and  gray 

The  journey,  yet  I  answered  to  thy  call 

And  dared  and  was  content.     Though  steep  the  fall 

That  followed,  yet  I  did  not  shrink  to  lay 

My  share  aside,  that  I  at  last  might  sway 

Thy  world  and  thee — ^my  spirit's  coronal. 

And  this  has  been  my  sole  reward,  and  this 
The  wonder  of  mine  own  accomplishment ; 
To  win  my  threatened  exile, — and  to  miss 
The  promise  of  thy  love  ;  to  walk  alone 
For  ever  on  the  thorny  path  I  went, — 
With  rue  for  nectar,  and  for  bread  a  atone. 
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TKUbcn  l^cars  bnvc  passe^ 

As  fades  the  breath  upon  a  v/iadow-pane, 
As  dies  the  coloiu*  from  an  evening  sky, 
The  fluctuant  waves  of  our  emotion  die 
In  seas  of  unremitting  stress  and  strain. 
Only,  perchance,  the  thought  that  all  was  vain, 
May  part  the  lips  with  something  of  a  sigh  ; 
Yet  scarcely  then  when  years  have  passed  us  by, 
And  seeming  loss  may  prove  apparent  gain. 

Mayhap,  when  least  my  spirit  yearns  to  thee, 

I  may  remember  what  thou  wert  to  me 

In  that  fond  past  no  prayer  could  now  redeem  ; 

And  I  shall  ponder  on  our  severed  lives 

As  one  who  wakes  at  morn,  and  waking,  strives 

To  re-enthrone  the  night's  evasive  dream. 
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t)ercbance 

"  Perchance,"  she  mused,  "  grown  weary  of  delay, 
And  eager  of  the  hardier  ways  of  men, 
His  heart  no  longer  turns  to  me  as  when 
He  looked  upon  my  face  from  day  to  day. 
Perchance  he  has  a  fairer  world  to  sway 
Than  I  could  build  him  with  my  stubborn  pen, 
And,  not  unpitying,  wonders  now  and  then 
What  I  may  think  of  him,  and  what  I  say." 

How  could  she  know  the  vigils  that  he  kept 
Through  hours  of  fever  heat  and  blinding  pain  ! 
The  home  he  pictured  nightly  ere  he  slept, — 
Before  his  dumb  hands  yearned  to  God  in  vain  ! 
She  would  have  joyed  to  know  his  end  was  gain  ; 
Though  dead,  she  thought  he  lived,  and  thinking, 
wept. 
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TTbe  IRequest 

How  glad  were  I  though  all  the  world  should  gaze 
Upon  the  charms  I  know  in  you  by  heart, 
Though  every  living  man  should  lay  apart 
Some  love  for  you  and  all  your  affluent  ways  ! 
I  should  not  fear  me  if  upon  your  face 
Each  dwelt  too  fondly  for  awhile ;  nor  start 
To  hear  your  frequent  name  from  lips  that  smart 
In  poison'd  worldliness  and  tainted  praise. 

Nay,  dearest,  look  on  others  if  you  will, 
With  sunlike  warmth  and  meaning  that  endears  ; 
Make  free  your  beauty  and  your  joy  until 
Sad  hearts  rekindle  and  forget  their  fears  ; 
Scatter  your  soul-lit  smiles  that  gleam  and  thrill. 
But  keep,  ah  !  keep  for  me  alone — your  tears. 
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lantil  l3ou  Came 

Around  the  circle  of  my  years,  it  seemed 
That  Fate  had  woven  some  distempered  charm 
Whereby  the  winged  hours  might  miss  their  calm, 
And  I  the  heritage  whereof  I  dreamed  ; 
The  Mansion  of  my  Life  was  dusk,  and  teemed 
With  shapes  that  whispered  sorrow  and  alarm,— 
For  hope  was  still  an  unaccustomed  balm, 
And  love  was  yet  a  promise — unredeemed. 

I  looked  for  light,  but  found  not  any  trace 
Beyond  those  star-stirred  vastnesses  and  chill 
That  claimed  and  kept  my  utmost  soul, — until 
You  met  me  like  a  herald,  face  to  face, — 
As  Day  meets  Night  upon  the  furthest  hill 
And  whitens  all  the  darkest  depths  of  space. 
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^be  V)i6lon 
I. 

In  sterile  bondage,  and  in  mute  distress 

My  spirit  strove  with  Night.    Where  darkness  locked 

All  things  from  view,  dead  hopes  and  visions  mocked 

The  misery  that  clothed  my  nakedness. 

But  soon,  as  in  a  dream  or  something  less, 

Where  Winterward  my  squandered  passions  flocked, 

Came  one  who  smiled  ;  and  at  my  soul  he  knocked, — 

A  youth  was  he,  but  who — I  feared  to  guess. 

Such  high  resolve  gleamed  on  the  cloudless  brow, 
Such  courage  from  the  undimm'd  eyes  and  bold, 
That  I  grew    strong,    and  whispered : — "  Who  art 

Thou  ?  " 
"  I  am  thy  former  self  ;  in  me  behold 
The  promise  of  the  youth  thou  wast  of  old  !  " 
And  then  I  wept  and  prayed  ;  my  God — and  how  I 
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II. 


The  day  stole  up  like  some  unwelcome  guest 
That  has  no  ministering  word  to  bring, 
But  from  whose  lips  we  read  the  dreaded  thing, 
Which,  yet  unspoken,  waits  the  timorous  quest. 
No  flush  warmed  in  the  sky  or  East  or  West ; 
Life,  like  a  frightened  bird,  had  taken  wing  ; 
The  very  weeds  had  done  with  flowering  ; 
Of  shadows  weary,  I— the  weariest ! 

I  turned,  and  as  my  gaze  in  anguish  fell 
On  That  which  lingered  yet,  I  spake  again  : 
"  Hast  thou  no  sound  of  comfort,  then,  for  me  ?  " 
"  Unhappy  thou,  of  all  most  pitiable, — 
Being  thy  cast-off  self  whom  thou  hast  slain, 
Ghost-like,  for  comfort,  I  return  to  thee  !  " 
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Zbe  Sonnet 

"  In  des  Sonnettes  cjoldenem,  Gefdsse." — Uhland, 

As  when  a  man  invests  with  loving  care 
Some  reliquary  time  has  sanctified, 
Wherein  his  sainted  gifts  are  put  aside, — 
Each  fond  memorial  of  the  days  that  were, 
Sweet  cherished  secrets  that  were  his  to  share, 
Ere  the  full  fervour  of  their  passion  died  ; 
Time-tainted  tokens  of  a  joy  denied, 
Sworn  vows  left  unfulfilled—  all  homing  there  ! 

So  even  I  !     Throughout  the  passing  years 
I  gather  up  Life's  best, — its  hopes  and  fears, — 
Its  very  sting  if  but  the  soul  should  ask  it ! 
For,  ever  faithful  to  my  soul's  command, 
I  take  the  little  key  with  reverend  hand, 
And  lock  them  in  the  Sonnet's  golden  casket. 


IXYI^IGS 
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**  ItJoj  et  praetcrea  nibil  " 

Till  Poesy  shall  bid  ye  live, 
Ye  are  as  whispers  voiced  in  death — 
0  faltering  words  and  fugitive  : 
The  soul  is  mine,  but  not  the  breath. 

0  colour  most  divinely  wrought, 
Soft  light  and  shadow  subtly  planned, 
Thou  empty  canvas  yet  unsought : 
Mine  the  desire,  but  not  the  hand. 

0  face  and  form  obscurely  left 
Thy  white  unyielding  heart  to  fill — 
Thou  virgin  marble,  all  uncleft ; 
The  care  is  mine,  but  not  the  skill. 

0  wandering  airs  that  sigh  and  sob, 
That  shake  the  inmost  lives  of  men, 
0  melodies  that  thrill  and  throb  : 
The  gift  is  mine,  but  not  the  pen. 

0  Sense  of  Beauty  sanctified 
And  love-compelling  as  of  yore — 
Thou  Dream  of  Art  that  dost  abide  : 
The  fret  is  mine — and  nothing  more. 
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XLbe  Commonplace 

Stkanger  than  all  cur  strange  imaginings 
Is  that  which  is, — the  dusty  "  Commonplace  !  " 
The  Truth  that  drifts  upon  thi^  tide  of  things, 
The  substance  and  {he  shadow,  time  and  space, 
The  flush  of  healthy  life,  the  death  that  brings 
A  silence  and  a  pallor  to  the  face. 

We  cannot  know,  nor  even  dimly  guess 

The  bonds  that  bind  us  and  the  laws  that  sway — 

We,  who  affirm  in  all  om-  blind  distress : 

"This   thing  may  never  be!"    and,    "This  thing 

may  !  " 
But  Nature  moves  securely  none  the  less. 
Whatever  we  may  dream  and  think  and  say. 

The  great  philosophies  that  lie  enscrolled 
Are  but  8(8,  doubts  to  ponder  and  unteach — 
Are  but  as  water  which  the  sea  shells  hold 
'Till  turn  of  tide  upon  the  desolate  beach  ; 
For  men  have  striven  and  failed  to  so  unfold 
The  mysteries  that  strive  for  human  speech. 

Each  spoken  word,  each  little  act  that  stirs 
The  beating  heart  to  pleasure  or  to  pain, 
Is  bounded  only  by  the  universe, 
Confirmed,  eternal,  nor  accounted  vain, — 
One  star's  as  vast  as  all  that  heaven  confers, 
One  blade  of  grass  as  boundless  as  the  piaiu. 
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Zbc  awakening 

I. 

The  Night  is  ebbing  now,  and  soon 
Her  pallid  lights  will  fade  and  die  ; 
A  wisp  of  unaccomplished  moon 
Falters  along  the  sky. 

Her  crescent  whitens  in  the  first 
Pale  flushing  of  the  imminent  morn, — 
Unloosed  from  slumber,  grown  athirst 
The  Infant  Day  is  born. 

II. 

Impatient  of  my  soul's  long  shame. 
The  incompleteness  and  the  doubt, 
x\gainst  my  newly  kindled  flame 
The  lesser  lights  go  out. 

And  in  the  lambent  dawn  that  trails 
Along  the  margin  of  the  mist, 
I  feel  that  hope  which  never  fails 

When  Sun  and  Earth  have  kissed. 
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Bssurancc 

I  SLEEP  to  dream,  and  wake  to  think, 

Of  days  obscurely  plann'd, 
Yet  seem  for  ever  on  the  brink 

Of  undiscovered  land  ; 
I  snatch  the  gilded  cup — and  shrink,- 

For,  at  her  cold  command, 
Life  holds  the  waters  I  must  drink, 

Within  her  hollow  hand. 

I  turn  and  turn  as  I  am  fain, 

By  some  resistless  spell, 
A-s  when  the  low  tide  turns  again 

To  lave  the  fretted  shell. 
And  ah  !  though  all  be  counted  vain, 

I  know  that  all  is  well ! — 
Outside  the  palace  of  the  brain, 

The  heart  keeps  sentinel. 
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"CClbat  an&  TlClbitbet  ? 

What,  then,  am  I,  who  ponder  the  sublime  ? 
A  feather  wafted  on  the  wind  of  Time 
Toward  the  land  of  that  uncertain  clime 
Where  death  is  dead  ? 

A  little  ray  of  light 
That  ceases  with  the  coming  of  the  night  ? 

A  spark  that  smoulders  to  a  living  fire  ? 
A  shadow  moulded  to  a  great  desire  ? 
A  singer  weeping  on  a  stringless  lyre, 
Discomforted  ? 

A  mind  that  has  no  faith 
In  moving  substance  or  in  dreamland  wraith  ? 

I  only  know  that,  being,  I  have  need  ; 
That  I  must  follow  whereso  love  may  lead  ! 
No  care  have  I  for  postulate  or  creed 
Since  love  has  led  ! 

And  when  the  end  is  near, 
Light  be  the  way  or  dark,  I  shall  not  fear. 
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Svoeet  2/Uac  JBloom 

To  Clare. 

Thine  is  the  secret  of  a  higher  birth — 

More  than  the  leaf  bestowed  of  mother  earth, — 

Thy  spirit  holds  me  even  in  my  mirth, 

And  in  thy  sad  perfume, 
My  thoughts  go  backward,  and  my  life  is  plann'd 
In  some  far  realm  I  may  not  understand, — 
Striving  through  thee  to  reach  the  fairy-land. 

Sweet  Lilac-bloom. 

0  could  I  but  unravel  all  the  sense 

Of  thai  faint  dole  which  comes  I  know  not  whence, 

"Which,  coming  so,  my  soul  would  scatter  hence 

Untouched  of  any  gloom  ; 
But  blind  the  eyes,  alas  !  and  dipt  the  wings, 
And  full  the  soul  of  sad  imaginings, — 
Less  than  a  dream  thy  haunting  odour  brings, 

Sweet  Lilac-bloom. 

Less  than  a  dream,  yet  more  than  wasting  fire 

Thy  subtle  life  consumes  me  with  desire, 

And  higher  than  the  highest  heights  and  higher. 

And  lower  than  the  tomb. 
My  passions  soar  and  sink  ;  but  in  their  stress 
Thy  power  avails  me  not,  nor  dare  I  guess 
The  mystery  that  clothes  thy  loveliness, 

Sweet  Lilac-bloom. 
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5n  tbc  jflISi56t  of  SorMd  Care 
To  T.  F.  R. 

In  the  midst  of  sordid  care, 

We  have  pondered,  planned,  and  plotted, 
Dropped  the  thread  of  The  Allotted, 

Sought  a  ghost  and  found  it  fair. 

We  have  thought  a  thousand  schemes, 
In  our  world  of  Good  Intentions, 
Worked  a  score  of  "  fine  "  inventions. 

Dreamed  I  know  not  what  of  dreams. 

If  like  feathered  broods  aroused 
To  some  discontent  of  singing. 
All  our  hopes  were  timed  for  winging 

When  we  deemed  them  safely  housed — 

Think  on  this  with  no  regret ! 
Than  a  world  dismantled,  rather 
Keep  thy  bond  with  me,  and  gather 

llfcftig^B-  of  dream  undreamed  of  yet. 
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^be  migbtmgale 

Though  all  men  sleep,  sings  he  in  vain— 

This  midnight  chorister  who  hears 

The  wondrous  music  of  the  spheres, 

And  gives  it  back  to  God  again  ? 

Not  vainly  is  the  song  outgiven, — 

For  since  God  kissed  the  tuneful  throat, 

On  each  divine  ecstatic  note, 

Some  houseless  soul  is  borne  to  heaven. 
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As  the  lone  star,  heaven-born,  and  iris-eyed, 
Dawns  with  her  Sisterhood  upon  the  night, 
Until  the  distances  throb  far  and  wide 
With  all  the  miracle  of  borrowed  light, — 
So  even  is  the  lonely  soul  of  man 
Born  into  fellowship  with  other  souls, 
That  each  may  help  to  bridge  the  mighty  span, 
So  dark — but  for  their  blended  aureoles. 
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Cbe  IWng's  jfame 

Lo  !  they  bare  the  arm  and  build 

Palaces  of  stone  ; 
Mould  the  jewelled  crown,  and  gild 

Basement,  roof,  and  throne  ; 
Till  the  glories,  span  on  span, 

Loom  at  last  complete. 
And  the  man-appointed  man 

Sighs,  and  takes  his  seat. 

Then  the  splendours  of  the  king, 

Fashioned  into  rhyme, 
Find  impassioned  voice,  and  ring 

Through  the  halls  of  Time  ; — 
While  the  certain  moth  and  rust 

Kavage  and  despoil, — 
While,  at  length,  the  royal  dust 

Mingles  with  the  soil. 

But  the  monarch's  splendid  name 

Ever  then  must  live, 
And  the  lustre  of  his  fame 

Prove  not  fugitive  : 
Not  because  he  suffered  wrongs 

For  a  purpose  high, 
But  because  the  Singers'  songs 

Are  too  sweet  to  die. 


42 


'B,  Bedtcation 
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Behold,  my  love,  I  open  wide 
The  chambers  of  my  heart  anew  ; 
That  which  you  long  have  sanctified 
You  now  at  last  may  wander  through  : 
One  chamber  only  is  denied, 
And  will  not  open  unto  you. 

V 
Around  that  dead  apartment  sit 

The  ghosts  of  those  who  entered  in 

To  shame  the  innoce  nee  of  it  ;  • 

No  light  shines  there  for  you  to  win,  — 

No  lamp,  save  that  which  once  was  lit 

In  secret  by  the  hand  of  sin. 

To  you  I  dedicate  this  heart 
Who  know  its  every  need  so  well, 
That  you  may  ponder  there  apart 
And  read  aloud  its  parable, — 
Save  only  where  in  that  sad  part 
No  thought  of  you  can  ever  dwell. 


48 
ilbou  Deart  of  /Rtne 

Thou  heart  of  mine,  forgetful  and  forgetting, 
What  emblem  is  it  that  you  seek  above  ? 
All  moons  that  are  must  wander  to  their  setting, 
However  faithful  to  the  earth  they  love. 

You  stray  at  Sorrow's  fount,  and  dream  of  nectar  ; 
You  drink  the  cup  of  joy,  and,  drinking,  tire  ; 
In  fame  attained  you  find  the  merest  spectre, — 
In  work  achieved,  the  ashes  of  desire. 

Forgetful  and  forgetting,  you  remember 

All  it  were  better,  wiser,  to  forget. 

And  fan  to  light  full  many  a  dying  ember 

Whose  death  should  mean  the  passing  of  regret. 

You  fashion  from  your  needs  the  hope  supernal ; 
You  sigh  to  clasp  a  world-forbidden  wraith  ; 
You  turn  from  time  and  dream  of  the  eternal, 
A  shadow  is  the  substance  of  your  faith  ! 

Will  you,  I  wonder — ere  the  dust  shall  claim  you— 
Cast  off  the  burning  fever,  and  embrace 
The  soul-surviving  creeds  that  glow  to  shame  you. 
The  fire  of  human  love,  the  gift  of  grace  ? 

The  sweet  conviction  of  the  great  immortals 
Who  agonized  before  the  martyr's  shrine  ? — 
The  world  is  with  you, — open  wide  your  portals, 
Forgetful  and  forgetting  heart  of  mine. 
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£Ss^  Poet 

I  LISTEN  when  my  Poet  sings, 
And  where  he  wanders,  I  am  led  ; 
Each  lovely  pearl  of  thought  he  strings 
As  'twere  upon  a  golden  thread, — 
And  where  the  music  slumbered,  floats 
The  silver  ripple  of  his  notes. 

I  sadden  when  my  Poet  wakes 
The  troubled  sweetness  of  his  lyre  ; 
I  gladden  when  his  passion  makes 
A  lyric  joy  of  fierce  desire  ; 
For  unto  his  full  heart  belong 
The  gracious  mysteries  of  Song. 

He  frames  the  glittering  diadem 
That  points  at  noon  each  sunlit  height ; 
He  hangs  the  new-moon's  crescent  gem 
Upon  the  bosom  of  the  night ; 
And  when  he  calls,  the  fairies  leap 
Untrammeled  from  the  Fields  of  Sleep. 

He  brings  to  those  who  sorrow  much 
Sweet  words  of  hope  that  pulse  and  swell ; 
He  lifts  the  languid  lids  of  such 
As  tread  the  meads  of  Asphodel, — 
And  shadows  forth  in  ecstacy 
Love's  great  transfiguring  alchemy. 

And  yet,  I  know,  my  Poet  lends 
A  comfort  that  is  not  his  own, 
That  every  word-wing'd  thought  transcends 
The  destined  life  he  lives  alone — 
Yielrling  the  songs  he  has  to  sing 
^n  ever-patient  suffering. 
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nines 

"  For  wrath  still  rules  in  wrong, 
And  scorns  the  righteous  song 
Of  saint  and  seer." 

Aspiring  spirit,  fierce  and  strong, 
Fond  patriot  of  the  Land  of  Song, 
Whose  fearless  voice  is  raised  to  heal 
Earth's  Ancient  Wrong, — 

Think  not  to  win  the  Height,  and  miss 
The  horror  of  the  dread  Abyss  ; 
When  highest  soared,  the  deeper  sinks 
The  Roul  to  this  ! 

The  Stars  which  thou  hast  made  thine  own, 
The  Lights  imperishable  grown, 
Reveal  the  naked  Sword  ; — henceforth 
Thou  stand'st  alone  ; 

Yet  not  alone  !     For  thou  shalt  be 
With  all  the  gods  for  company  ; 
The  twofold  pain  of  Cross  and  Crown 
Man's  gift  to  thee. 

D 
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Through  the  darkness  vague  and  stilly, 
How  your  haunting  face  is  white, — 
White  and  wondrous  as  a  lily 
Moored  upon  a  stream  at  night. 

Strange  and  deep  and  palely  gleaming. 
Far  in  peace  as  heaven  is  far. 
Shine  your  eyes  upon  me — seeming 
Of  the  Night's  ephemera  ; 

With  their  soft  insistent  message, 
Turning,  where  I  blindly  grope, 
All  my  soul's  mysterious  pr&sage 
Into  one  new-minted  hope. 

•  •  •  • 

Thus  it  was  I  saw  you  often, 
Ere  the  love  had  grown  supreme. 
When  for  me  an  hour  would  soften 
In  the  dreaming  of  a  dream  ; 

When  the  world  of  sound  and  colour 
Left  me  mirthless  and  alone, — 
Thus  you  were  :  a  swooning  pallor 
That  I  knew  was  Beauty's  own. 

Thus  and  thus  ....  but  ah,  the  glamour  ! 
Who  shall  seize  and  give  it  shape  ? 
While  the  magic  moments  clamour, 
Lo  !  the  Bttiug  words  escape. 


^7 

love  %€tt<;t6 

These  your  letters  as  yon  wrote  them, 
Loving  "  madly,"  trusting  "  blindly  !  " 
You  will  pardon  if  I  quote  them 
(Not  unkindly) 

As  examples  all  unduly 
Verging  on  the  path  of  folly, — 
Joyous  often,  sometimes  truly 
Melancholy. 

These  your  letters  !     How  redundant 
Both  in  simile  and  diction  ! 
Plainly,  fact  shows  less  abundant 
Than  your  fiction  ; 

Fluent,  passionate, — concealing 
Nothing  overhead  or  under  ; 
Yet  (0  heart  of  me  !)  revealing — 
What,  I  wonder  ? 

Some  quotation  now  inditing. 
Now  a  promise  gently  pleading, — 
Words  you  found  a  joy  in  writing, 
I,  in  reading. 

I  can  bring  you  to  my  fancy. 
Long  ere  yet  the  spell  was  broken. 
Plucking  this  now  faded  pansy 
For  a  token, 
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Which,  though  robbed  of  light  completely, 
Prisoned  here  between  the  pages, 
I  should  own  bloomed  not  less  sweetly 
Through  the  ages, — 

As  a  withered  relic,  merely 
Witness  of  a  past  emotion  ? 
Nay,  — a  charm  asserting  clearly 
\  Your  devotion  ! 

Truth  to  say,  my  dear,  you  waded 
Far  beyond  the  purely  formal ; 
Like  the  flower,  your  passion  faded — 
Being  normal ! 

Normal !  Does  the  word  displease  you  ? 
But  my  mood  is  scarcely  tragic  ; 
Nor  conceived,  my  rhyme,  to  seize  you 
As  with  magic. 

Time  has  worked,  and  -svrought,  and  altered, 
Nerve  has  grown  a  measure  stronger, 
And  the  hopes  that  were  have  faltered — 
Ours  no  longer ! 

Love's  recourse  is  seldom  reason's, — 
Toil  demands  a  truce  to  playtime, 
And  we  look  to  other  seasons 

Than  the  May-time. 
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"  Hopes  no  longer  ours  !  "  But  surely 
Blight  has  brought  its  compensation  : 
Some  new  birth  points  more  securely 
Love's  salvation  ; — 

Joy  that  strengthens,  being  purer, — 
Peace  that  gladdens,  faith  that  betters, - 
And  another  bond — maturer 

Than  these  letters. 
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Tflnfettercd 

Have  I  forgotton  you  ?  You  ask — 
Have  I  outlived  that  love-lit  age  ? 

Yea,  all  accomplished  is  the  task 
That  now  fulfils  my  pilgrimage. 

How  came  it  so  ?     How  could  I  thrust 

The  self  I  was  of  old,  aside  ? 
Nay,  1  am  guiltless  of  the  dust 

That  marks  that  hour  of  suicide. 

One  time  your  lips  were  quick  lo  taunt, 
Because  I  followed  and  was  true  ; 

Too  strange  if  now  that  past  should  haunt 
A  loving  sinner  such  as  you. 

Should  you  then  blame,  and  I  forbear. 
Confronted  with  Time's  own  decree — 

If  that  you  are  not  what  you  were. 
And  I,  not  what  I  used  to  be  ? 
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Sometimes  when  the  Autumn  hails  me, 
And  I  sadden  for  a  space, 
Just  the  faintest  breath  assails  me 
From  the  meadow,  and  unveils  me 
All  the  visionary  grace 

Of  your  face. 

Like  an  unseen  incense  trailing 
Through  a  song- deserted  fane, 
Lo  !  this  scent  of  earth's  exhaling, 
Thrills  my  soul  to  unavailing 
Moments  of  remembered  pain 
Once  again. 

Idle  vision  !  fleeting  essence  ! — 
Mood  of  Autumn's  wayward  fret ! 
Love-light  paltjs,  and  love-time  lessens  ; 
But  your  dream-permitted  presence 
Tells  me  that  I  may  not  yet 
Quite  forget. 

And  I  know  that  youth,  as  ever. 
Quick  to  fashion  and  divide, 
Yields  to  Age  smiw  dvoara  that  never 
Time  may  wholly  mar  or  sever, 
Till  the  grave  has  put  aside 

Foolish  pride. 
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TiClon  in  2)eatb 

When  the  words  to  say  are  said, 
And  the  things  to  do  are  done, 
When  the  goal  to  win  is  won. 
And  the  fruits  are  harvested, — 
Love  shall  kiss  his  pillowed  head, 
When  the  words  to  say  are  said, 
And  the  things  to  do  are  done. 

Love,  that  was  not  always  his, 
Then  shall  live  of  all  that  was, — 
Live  for  him,  and  shall  not  pass 
With  the  banished  memories, — 
Happy  at  the  last  in  this  : 
Love,  that  was  not  always  his. 
Then  shall  live  of  all  that  was. 
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at  mtdbt 

The  sunset  fades  upon  a  waste  of  gray, 
And  shadows,  deepening,  claim  the  dying  day, — 
A  darkness  falls  upon  the  distant  hill, 
And  all  is  still. 

The  birds  are  songless  now ;  they  will  not  sing 
Until  another  day's  awakening  ; 
And  the  last  rook  has  winged  bis  way  for  rest 
Into  the  West. 

The  uncertain  stars  break  into  light,  and  soon 
Upon  the  hill-top  leans  the  full-orb'd  moon,— 
Proud  of  her  added  grace  of  stolen  fire, 
Faint  with  desire. 

And  all  the  heavens  spell  out  the  lesser  half 
Of  the  Great  God's  mysterious  Autograph, 
And  all  the  earth  is  but  a  speck  of  sand 
Divinely  plann'd. 

And  I, — behold,  night  wears  her  gentlest  smile, 
And  I  would  linger  yet  a  little  while, — 
A  little  more  to  wonder  and  to  weep,  ^ 

And  then — to  sleep. 
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We  parted  near  the  wood  on  that  sweet  day, 
(Do  you  remember  it  as  well  as  I  ?) 
We  each,  I  think,  had  little  then  to  say, 
For  love  was  new,  and  utterance  was  shy  ; 
But  this  I  know,  that,  having  said  good-bye, 
We  lingered,  both  of  us,  to  look  behind  ; 
You  called  to  me, — I  wonder  what '?     The  wind 
Had  hurried  on  to  bear  your  voice  away. 
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Quartcains 

(In  the  manner  of  Omar  Khayyam.) 

I. 

Though  fools  deplore,  and  sober  worldlings  prate 
The  earth  had  been  a  Home  Degenerate — 

But  that  the  grape  was  trodden  into  wine 
And  man  became  the  Jester  of  his  Fate. 

II. 

Wine  is  the  measure  of  man's  brightest  wit, 
The  liquid  fire  with  which  the  soul  is  lit ; 

Deny  the  soul, — a  Century  of  Sun 
Would  fail,  when  shining  on,  to  ripen  it. 

III. 

Outside  the  City,  lo  !  our  fathers  sleep  ! 

Ours,  soon,  the  silence  that  our  fathers  keep.  V 

Till  then — the  sparkle  of  the  cup  that  lends 
No  thought  of  sorrow  for  the  end  we  reap  ! 

IV. 

A  plague  on  those  who  say :  "  Alas,  alack  ! 
Narrow  and  thorny  is  the  way,  and  black." 

The  Vineyard's  purple  is  the  bloom  of  life, 
The  fruit  that  stains  with  joy  the  beaten  track. 

V. 

It  is  the  purple  harvest  that  we  seek 

When  skies  hang  heavy,  and  the  pulse  grows  weak  ; 

The  charm  that  gives  to  Memory  a  truce  : 
This,  and  the  kindred  blush  of  Woman's  cheek. 
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VI. 


If  so  my  words  profane  the  glorious  scheme 
Whereby  God's  gift  to  man  was  made  supreme, 

Humbly  I  crave  forgiveness  to  the  last ; 
Humbly  I  drink — and  haply  so  to  dream. 

VII. 

Now  is  the  time,  good  friends  and  true,  to  sup  ; 
Give  then  thy  thanks,  and  fill  the  flagon  up  ! 
A  righteous  wine  invites  the  thirsting  soul 
And  earth  grows  empty  with  the  empty  cup. 

VIII. 

If  still  I  err, — then  His,  not  thine,  the  rod 
When  I  shall  lay  me  down  beneath  the  sod ; 

For  good  or  ill,  content  am  I  to  know 
The  Vine  was  planted  by  the  hand  of  God. 
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I  NOW  renounce  thee  since  I  must, 
And  lose  my  all  in  losing  thee  ; 
God  gave  to  thee  thy  soul  in  trust, — 

Thou  may'st  not  give  that  soul  to  me 
Whose  days  are  with  the  shifting  dust. 

And  what  I  ponder  matters  nought, 
Though  tears  be  salt  upon  my  lips  ; 

Day  follows  day,  thought  follows  thought, 
And  thoughts  are  days'  companionships- 

I  could  not  cage  thee  if  I  caught ! 

He  may  not  save  the  bloom  who  wires 
The  drooping  petals  of  the  rose  ; 

And  who,  when  fevei'ish  passion  tires, 
Can  give  Love  freshness  at  the  close, 

Or  wake  to  rapture  dead  desires  ? 

Thy  paths  are  surely  soft  and  bright, 
And  summer  breathes  in  every  leaf. 

But  where  I  am,  behold  !  the  lisfht 
Trembles  a  moment  faint  and  brief  ; 

I  am  but  certain  of  the  night  1 

Too  certain  of  the  coming  doom 

Of  darkness,  and  the  time  of  prayer, 

When  eyes  that  cannot  pierce  the  gloom 
Are  shut  in  vain  against  despair. 

Seeing  no  hope  this  side  the  tomb. 

I  may  not  have  thee  !     Go  thy  way  ; 

Accept  as  I,  this  last  decree  ! 
And  if,  when  most  the  skies  are  grey, 
Some  little  thought  of  thine  should  stray 

To  where  I  wander,  loving  thee — 
0,  pray  for  me,  dear—  pray  for  me. 
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J9itdbt 

Hope  seems  to  me  a  faded  flower, 

Whose  petals  fall  apart, 
And  love  has  lost  the  magic  power 

That  erstwhile  swayed  the  heart ; 
And  pleasure  yields  but  bitter  wine, 
And  youth  is  mine. 

The  light  has  fallen  from  the  sky, 
The  clouds  have  dimm'd  the  day, 

The  chilling  winds  that  wander  by 
Have  not  a  bud  to  slay  ; 

And  there  is  nought  of  summer  shine, 
And  youth  is  mine. 

The  snows  of  life  are  heaping  fast, 
Where  once  a  summer  smiled, — 

The  manhood  of  a  joyous  past 
Turns  like  a  dying  child  ; 

Death  seems  the  only  constant  sign, 
And  youth  is  mine. 
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Sbtcc  S>€Gision£ 

"  Know  ye  of  love  ?  "  the  songful  linnet  trill'd  : 
"  It  is  the  golden  sun,  whose  great  desire 
Mounts  with  him  molten  in  a  waste  of  fire  ; 
It  is  the  wind  that  trembles  as  a  lyre, 

Ecstatic,  thrilled ! 
It  is  the  daisy  peeping  from  the  grass  ; 
The  summer-glow  which  nothing  may  surpass — 

Complete,  fulfiUed." 

"  Know  ye  of  love  ?  "  the  robin  sang  in  glee  ; 
"  It  is  the  leafless  hedge-row,  snow-possest ; 
The  holly  budding  from  earth's  chilly  breast ; 
It  is  the  winter  with  her  snowy  crest, 

Unsullied,  free  ! 
It  is  the  ice  that  glistens  for  a  space, 
It  is  December  with  too  cold  a  face 

For  May  to  see." 

"  Know  ye  of  love  ?  "  the  poet  sang  :  "It  is 

The  universal  beauty  and  the  light ; 

The  music  of  the  day,  the  hush  of  night ; 

The  seasons  changing,  with  their  changeless  flight ; 

'Tis  :Nature's  bliss  ! 
The  majesty  and  mystery  of  life  ; 
The  harmony  that  knows  not  any  strife  ; 

Love — it  is  this  !  " 
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15ou  ftncw  not  tben  ! 

I  DEEMED  your  face  was  fair,  sweet  child, 
As  in  your  eyes  I  gazed  the  while  ; 
At  first  you  minded  not,  and  smiled, — 
A  moment  later,  ceased  to  smile. 

You  did  not  understand,  sweet  child, 
The  meaning  of  my  look  the  while, — 
You  wondered  if  I  ever  smiled. 
Or  why  my  lips  forgot  to  smile. 

You  knew  not  then, — but  know,  sweet  child, 
It  was  a  prayer  I  prayed  the  while. 
That  Fate  might  bless  you  when  you  smiled. 
And  not  unteach  you  how  to  smile. 


Gl 
©nmia  iMnctt  Smor 

The  words  were  music,  sweetly  done 
To  some  new  aim  his  soul  had  won  ; 
The  words  were  his,  the  writing  his, — 
A  little  lyric  deftly  spun, 

"  In  truth  I  held  that  I  had  read 
The  Parable  of  Life,"  he  said, — 
"A  foolish  child's  imagining — 
For  till  you  came,  dear,  I  was  dead  !  " 

0  wondrous  Love  !     "  For  till  you  came, 
Dear,  I  was  dead,"     She  kissed  the  name 
That  closed  the  sweet  Confessional, 
And  knew  her  throbbing  heart  for  flame. 

And  knew  herself,  in  Love's  estate 
A  woman  sent  to  consecrate, — 
Beyond  all  other  Laws  to  him, 
The  chosen  priestess  of  his  fate. 

And  this  she  knows  :  that  ever  now 

Is  sealed  the  little  lyric  vow — 

That  where  he  sleeps,  Love  guards  and  keeps 

Her  stainless  kiss  upon  his  brow. 
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jenelavement 

I  LONGED  for  freedom,  and  I  found 
A  prison,  dearest,  iron-bound  ; 
All  thy  being  hems  me  round. 

Fettered  I,  who  once  was  free, 
Every  sense  enslaved  by  thee  : 
0,  divine  captivity. 
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fnilute 

I  »ouNi>  in  her  the  dream-lit  face, 
The  gift  of  perfect  -womanhood — 
The  joy  that  might  not  be  withstood, 

The  queenly  form,  the  crowning  grace. 

I  knew  her  every  gesture  well ; 
I  spelt  her  beauty  curve  on  curve, 
And  held  her  as  a  light  to  serve 

The  Sonnet  and  the  Villanelle. 

The  meaning  of  her  eyes  was  sealed — 
Albeit  I  strove  to  read  her  eyes  : 
As  men  may  strive  to  read  the  skies 

Where  worlds  of  light  lie  unrevealed. 

Alas,  for  me  !     I  may  not  know 

The  blissful  life  'twas  hers  to  teach, — 
I  scaled  the  height — but  failed  to  reach 

The  loving  heart  that  throbbed  below. 


\Lbe  (Slucst  ot  peace 

If  I  am  not  of  those  who  ride 
In  majesty  athwart  the  sun, 
Who  heedless  of  the  wind  and  tide 
Win  fullest  life  ere  death  be  won  ; 

If  I  may  not  embrace  the  best, 
Or  capture  Fortune's  favouring  smile, 
I  shall  not  mourn  the  abandoned  quest 
Though  I  may  sadden  for  awhile. 

With  sight  and  sound  and  scent  and  touch, 
With  manhood  strong  within  my  veins, 
It  will  not  grieve  me  overmuch 
To  lose  at  last  the  slackening  reins, — 

To  miss  the  hope  that  was  so  high — 
(So  seeming  great,  and  yet — how  small  1) 
To  see  my  chariot  standing  by, 
To  hang  my  harp  upon  the  wall. 

For  life  has  set  a  boon  apart. 
Which  few  who  battle  fameward,  reap  : 
Sweet  peace  that  soothes  the  aching  heart, 
And  puts  rebellious  pride  to  sleep, — 

That  strengthens  where  ambition  mars, 
That  gives  a  soul  to  every  sense. 
And  moves  the  silence  of  the  stars 
To  their  divinest  eloquence. 

Yet  tho'  I  failed  to  break  with  strife, 
Tho'  striving,  failed  to  win  the  wreath, 
There  still  remains  for  ended  life 
That  peace  which  is  the  fame  of  death. 
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4for  One  Xxicf  "feour 

Beside  your  hearth,  for  that  so  short  a  space, 
I  left  the  world  behiud  me  like  a  dream, 
And  watched  upon  your  soulful  sinless  face 
The  firelight's  fitful  gleam. 

You  voiced  the  lingering  memories  of  your  past, 
And  dwelt  upon  the  days  that  still  allured  ; 
No  drifting  cloud  could  wholly  overcast, 

While  such  sweet  hope  endured. 

I  envied  you  youi'  great  unshaken  faith, ^ — 
And  as  I  pondered — Heaven  so  seeming  nigh — 
My  presence  fell  from  off  me  ;  like  a  wraith 
I  passed  my  sorrows  by. 

And  dimly  conscious  that  you  looked  to  me 

As  one  who  guessed  your  spirit's  thirsting  mood, 

I  gave  you  my  unspoken  sympathy, 

And  knew  you  understood. 

There  was  no  warring  passion  to  forego, — 
No  prompting  impulse  love  could  not  resist, — 
I  merely  felt  for  one  brief  hour  or  so. 

The  peace  my  life  had  raisBed. 
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ZTbe  3Breatb  of  Moo&lariDs  after  IRain 

I  KNOW  not  be  it  loss  or  gain, 
A  hint  prophetic,  sad  or  sweet — 
This  something  woven  of  the  brain  : 
For  ah  !  the  phantom  wings  that  beat 
The  breath  of  woodlands  after  rain  ! 

I  pause  to  think,  and  think  in  vain, — 
Dim  sense  as  of  the  soul's  defeat, 
At  once  a  pleasure  and  a  pain, — 
For  ah  !  the  odour  vague  and  Heet, — 
The  breath  of  woodlands  after  rain  ! 

Could  I  unloose  the  mystic  chain 
That  binds  my  spirit  in  retreat !  — 
Dear  God,  forgive  !    Though  I  complain, 


I  feel  Thee  most  if  but  I  greet 


0-" 


The  breath  of  woodlands  after  rain 
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Aftek  so  many  years  had  waued 
In  barren  love  and  mute  defeat, 

Your  coming,  dear,  was  so  ordained, 
We  could  not  choose  but  meet. 

And  in  the  lovely  altered  ways, 
We  went  together,  you  and  I, — 

Each  day  a  wondrous  day  of  days, 
A  gift  of  cloudless  skv. 
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You  taught  my  sad  untutored  tongue 
To  voice  the  captive  joys  that  welled  ; 

Without  you  I  had  never  sung 
The  songs  that  you  compelled. 

One  look  from  you,  the  frozen  springs 

Of  youth  flowed  straightway  far  and  wide  ; 

And  every  thought  your  beauty  brought 
Was  loud  upon  the  tide. 

The  world  is  void  that  once  you  filled, 
Your  going  turned  my  light  to  shade  ; 

Outaung  are  all  the  songs  that  thrilled 
The  silence  you  forbade. 
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"fiiearO  from  TiCKtbout 

I  REMEMBER  that  the  breeze 
Stvayed  within  your  garden, — 
Wakened  to  some  fitful  mood, 
Born  I  know  not  how  ! 
And  the  outlines  of  the  trees 
Seemed  to  shrink  and  harden, 
Where  the  sky  grew  leaden-hued, 
And  the  light  sank  low. 

But  I  listened  as  you  played, 
Sweetly  improvising 

Chords  that  seemed  to  dipp  and  melt 
On  day's  folding  wing^, — 
Till  I  thought  your  fingers  striyed. 
Wantonly  disguising 

All  the  wearines  that  dwelt 
At  the  hearts  of  things. 


Suddenly  the  music  ceased  ; 
Night  as  soon  descended  ; 
And  a  double  silence  burned 
Like  a  twofold  pain  ; 
But,  my  senses  so  released, 
And  my  vision  ended, 

You  were  with  me  as  I  turned 
Homeward  in  the  rain. 
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You  are — I  scarce  know  what — a  race 
Of  soulful  pigmies,  strange  of  face — 
A  nation  shuffling  at  your  ease 
In  soft  harmonious  draperies, 
Somewhere  on  earth's  wide  market-place- 
A  corner  truly  Japanese. 

You  are  the  first  artistic  rage — 

A  symphony  in  bariolage — 

A  sweet  "  suggestion  "  quick  to  please 

A  ^A'estern  cynic's  reveries  ; 

In  fact,  the  most  poetic  page 

In  modern  life  is  Japanese. 

Your  pictured  tissue  parasols, 
Your  paper  fans,  and  ivory  dolls. 
Pale-tinted  skies  and  mellow  seas, 
And  flower  and  landscape  fantasies, 
Each  critic  slavishly  extols, 
Because  they  are  so  Japanese. 

Quaint  cups  ana  twisted  cabinets 
Of  many  sizes,  shapes,  and  sets. 
Adorn  our  shelves  in  twos  and  threes — 
For  haply  now  the  world  agrees 
That  you,  of  all  her  boasted  pets, 
iShould  be  most  petted,  Japanese. 


c/\/e^^  <^  ^<^<!'^/  ''K 
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Tours  is  the  cup  at  which  we  drink 
Avowedly  perfection's  pink. 
Except  'tis  yours  alone,  we  "  freeze  " 
At  this  and  that,  at  those  and  these  ; 
In  short,  our  very  souls,  I  think, 
Are  growing  pagan  Japanese. 
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Snttertlte^ 

A  FLASH  of  crimson  on  the  air, 
A  speck  of  purple  on  the  corn, 
Fraii  wings  of  white  that  flutter  where 
The  clover  trails  against  the  dawn, 
And  yellow  wings  that  float  and  pass 

Like  living  gold  above  the  grass 

How  tireless  and  how  seeming  wise 
The  sun-appareled  butterflies  ! 

Along  the  level  meads,  and  o'er 

The  gentle  river's  sloping  edge 

They  flutter,  flutter ; 

Now  circling  o'er  a  garden  hedge, 

Or  drinking  at  a  leafy  ledge, — 

Who  knows  the  purposed  things  they  utter. 

The  secret  of  their  lovely  lore  ! 

What  promised  joy  have  they  for  strength 

Who  tourney  on  and  wander  far 

A  season's  short  uncertain  length  I 

Are  they  content  with  Nature's  pledge  : 

That  every  blossom  glows  a  star 

To  light  for  love  their  chosen  way, 

To  charm  each  fair  appointed  day 

To  aeons  of  impassioned  play  ? 

But  all  the  painted  butterflies 
That  seek  the  flowers  and  win  the  skies, 
Are  but  as  figments  of  the  soul 
Poetic, — urged  from  goal  to  goal, 
By  wayward  whisperings  and  sighs, 
And  Summer-lftden  melodies. 
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The  colour-freckled  butterflies, 
How  tireless  and  how  seeming  wise ! 
They  smite  the  scented  air  and  chase 
The  sunbeams  till  they  droop  and  settle 
Secure  within  a  flowerf ul  place  : 
The  king-cup  now,  and  now  the  nettle ; 
Since  by  the  Law  that  was  and  still  is, 
No  bud  or  love-enamoured  petal 
That  breaks  above  the  quickening  sod 
But  feels  the  glory  of  its  birth 
And  adds  to  all  a  fuller  worth, — 
Breathing  some  woadrous  thought  of  God 
To  all  the  painted  butterflies 
That  seek  the  flowers  and  win  the  skies. 
No  less  than  the  pale-bosomed  lilies, 
The  lowliest  weeds  that  are  betray 
Their  kinship  with  the  Summer  day  ; 
For  unto  each  a  gift  is  led, 
From  each  alike  a  boon  is  shed  ! 
And  if  in  sleep  the  hare -bells  nod, 
'Tis  well  some  plundering  little  lover 
Should  boldly  seek  them  in  their  cover 
And  woo  them  back  to  wakwing  dreams 
Of  rustling  fields  and  songful  streams, — 
Ere  yet  the  raven  Night-hours  sing 
Their  crooning  cradle  song  ;  ere  yet 
Both  flower  and  butterfly  forget 
The  wedded  bliss  of  leaf  and  wing. 

Could  we,  alas  !  but  once  discern 
The  guiding  impulse  and  the  truth  ; 
The  fires  that  glow  throughout  and  burn 
In  Nature's  own  perennial  youth  ; 


7« 


Could  we  but  once  escape  the  rod, 
And  80,  but  once,  unfettered  rise  ! — 
But  ah  !  the  eager  feet  are  shod, 

The  dust  is  in  our  eyes  ! 

And  all  the  painted  butterflies, 

That  seek  the  flowers  and  win  the  skies, 

Are  but  as  figments  of  the  soul 

Poetic, — urged  from  goal  to  goal 

By  wayward  whisperings  and  sighs 

And  Summer-laden  melodies. 
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Song 

Now  at  last  the  white  mist  follows 
Sad-eyed  Autumn  in  her  wake, 
And  the  Summer-seeking  swallows 
Dreaming  of  the  South,  forsake. 
Every  forest  floor  is  heaping 
Squandered  wealth  of  flower  and  tree,— 
But  the  Summer  knows  no  sleeping, 
Dearest  one,  for  you  and  me. 

Where  the  glories  that  were  moulded  V 
Where  the  colours  that  were  hung  ? 
All  her  banners  now  are  folded. 
Now  are  all  her  songs  outsung. 
But  sweet  Summer  ere  she  vanished 
Left  her  simile  for  you  to  grace, 
So  her  warmth  was  never  banished 
From  my  heart — your  dwelling  place. 
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I. 

LovB  came  to  me  not  long  ago, 
I  knew  not  how  to  make  reply  ; 

My  lips  were  dumb,  alas  1  and  so, 
He  kissed  and  passed  rae  by. 

I  had  no  voice  to  bid  him  stay, 

Nor  power  to  make  him  understand ; 

And  I  in  anguish,  turned  away 
Unto  another  land. 

But  love,  who  came  not  back  to  yield 
The  living  sweetness  of  his  light. 

Had  cast  a  shadow  on  the  field 
And  on  each  flower  a  blight. 

I  saw  each  budding  hope  decline, 
And  wondered  in  my  aching  heart, 

That  love  should  so  mistake  the  sign 
To  turn  our  lives  apart. 


II. 


No  longer  may  I  dare  to  raise 

Glad  hope  to  those  transcendent  days  ; 
Love  has  appointed  other  ways 

For  you  and  me. 

We  cannot  meet  as  once  we  met — 

And  who  shall  teach  us  to  forget  ? 
Alas  1  Love's  tender  eyes  are  wet 

For  you  and  me. 

He  has  no  passion  to  avow, 

No  wreath  gleams  on  his  sainted  brow  ; 
Dethroned  is  he,  and  homeless  now. 
For  you  and  me. 

But  if,  upon  the  wings  of  Fate, 

He  shall  return  to  us — too  late— 
I  will  arise  and  bid  him  wait 

For  you  and  me  ! 
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I  HAVE  no  single  thought  or  need 
Beyond  thyself  when  thou  art  near, — 
No  sigh  to  heave,  no  word  to  plead. 
No  grief  to  face,  no  doubt  to  fear  ; 
Because  thou  art  that  one  desire 

Of  which  I  never  tire. 

Though  stern  the  duty  that  decrees 
Our  separate  paths  that  are  so  long, 
Yet  have  I  found  my  spirit's  ease 
Within  the  dreamy  realm  of  song, 
Whose  music  is  the  likeness  of 

Thy  beauty  and  thy  love. 
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Zbc  BnD  ot  tbe  Journey 

Fierce  is  the  River  of  Life,  and  deep, 
And  the  ships  are  many  that  sail, 
And  full  is  the  harvest  the  billows  reap 
When  the  vessels  that  labour  are  frail, — 
But  few  are  the  tears  that  the  tearful  weep, — 
For  the  end  of  the  journey  is  sleep  ! 

Patient  and  long  are  the  vigils  we  keep, 
And  many  the  watchers  that  fail. 
And  sad  are  the  cries  that  the  toilers  heap 
On  the  wings  of  the  pitiless  gale, — 
But  few  are  the  tears  that  the  tearful  weep, — 
For  the  end  of  the  journey  is  sleep. 

Though  laughter  may  ripple  and  passion  may  leap 
In  the  breasts  of  the  mockers  that  rail, 
They  shall  tremble  at  last  when  the  shadows  creep, 
And  the  skies,  that  were  over  them,  pale. 
They  shall  know  in  their  hearts  it  is  late  to  weep,- 
And  the  end  of  the  journey  is — sleep  ? 


79 
XTbe  "Rebufte 

(An  overlooked  moral  from  the  East.) 

The  Poet  knocked  without  the  polace  gate  : 
"  Go,  bid  him  enter,"  cried  the  Potentate. 

And,  bowed  before  the  Caliph's  throne  ere  long, 
The  Poet  begged  to  sing  his  latest  song  : 

"  Thine  is  the  wealth  of  all  the  caravans, 
The  splendour  and  the  glory  which  is  Man's ! 

*'  The  reeling  sun,  when  he  at  eve  declines, 
Borrows  the  purple  of  your  clustering  vines  ; 

And  flamed  with  envy" — "  Stay!  "  the  Caliph  cried, 
"  Methinks  thy  glib  poetic  tongue  hath  lied  ! 

"  As  if  the  lordly  sun,  who  rules  the  earth. 
Borrows  of  vu — who  am  of  little  worth  ! 

"  Right  well  content  am  I,  if,  when  he  sets, 
He  deigns  to  kiss  my  gilded  minarets." 

The  Poet  much  astonished  at  this  latter. 
Forthwith  proceeded  to  explain  the  matter  : 

"  Nay,  nay  !  Forget  not,  most  illustrious  Sire, 
That  truth  to-day  is  alien  to  the  Lyre  ! 
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"  But  seriously  (and  not  to  put  too  fine 

A  point  upon  this  cherished  dream  of  mine) 

"  Methought  'twas  thine  intention  to  create 
Some  unassuming  minstrel — Laureate  !  " 
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Dispossessed 

The  fateful  word  was  said  ; — 
And  how  my  poor  heart  struggled  to  unsay  it ! 
Struggled  with  ruthless  pride,  and  wept,  and  bled, 
A  prayer  half-framed  (Dear  God  !  to  so  delay  it !) 
Rose  to  my  lips  and  perished  ere  I  went 
Accurs'd,  to  my  perpetual  banishment. 

Not  mine  be  all  the  blame,— 

The  darkness  and  the  unreturning  splendour. 

One  sigh  from  you  had  been  enough  to  shame 

My  silence  into  absolute  surrender  ;  — 

You,  too,  were  faithful  to  your  boasted  pride, 

And  looked  for  Winter  ere  the  Spring  had  died. 

How  foolish  !  and,  alas  ! — 
How  sinful  to  deny  the  Soul's  election  ! 
Blindly  to  let  that  golden  moment  pass, 
Which  should  have  brought  to  each  Life's 

full  perfection ; 
To  lose  the  blossom  for  a  leaf  that  might. 
Our  plucking  it,  have  saved  the  flower  from  blight. 
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Bt  tbe  Close 

I. 
When  all  the  Summer  bloom  is  lost, 
And  Winter  dwells  upon  the  plains, 
Comes  silently  old  Father  Frost, 
To  scribble  on  the  window-panes. 

He  ponders— with  the  past  in  lief — 
On  that  Avhich  he  has  overthrown. 
And  pencils  many  a  graceful  leaf 
That  he  remembers  to  have  known. 

II. 
Even  so  when  youth  is  wholly  dead. 
And  age  bows  down  the  head  at  last, 
Old  Memory  comes  with  noiseless  tread 
To  build  again  the  sunny  past. 

She  comes — the  all-persistent  one, 
The  priestess  of  the  sainted  stole — 
To  trace  life's  lost  delights  upon 
The  frosted  windows  of  the  soul. 


88 


Xong  3  XooheD  upon  Ibis  jfacc 

Long  I  looked  upon  his  face, 

Cold  and  still  and  white, 
Robbed  in  death  of  every  grace, 

It  was  Life's  to  give  ; 
And  I  knew  for  him  the  earth 

Had  eternal  night. 
And  I  wondered  through  what  birth 
He  again  might  live  ! 

Though  the  sightless  eyes  were  closed, 

What  the  light  decreed  ? 
Though  the  mortal  frame  reposed, 

Did  the  soul  a^ piio  ? 
Was  the  tireless  hand  that  fought. 

Broken  like  a  reed, 
And  the  fearless  brain  that  wrought, 
Barren  of  desire  ? 

0  the  silence  of  the  dead  ! 

What  his  deathless  lore  ? 
How  and  why  and  whither  fled — 

Clothed  by  what  new  breath  ? 
But  his  rest  I  envied  so, 

And  the  calm  he  wore, — 
Wishing  I  in  life  could  know, 

All  he  knew  in  death  ! 
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The  past  is  mine,  the  Future— whose  ? — 
If  mine  a  little  yet  to  live, 
As  I  have  chosen,  so  I  choose. 
As  I  have  given,  so  I  give  ! 

In  thoughts  alternate  good  or  ill, 

In  shifting  deeds  of  blame  and  praise, 

What  matter  so  the  end  fulfil 

A  prompting  that  the  heart  obeys  ? 

Through  shortening  avenues  of  Day, 
And  dubious  aisles  that  gather  dust, 
I  do  but  fashion  when  I  may, 
I  can  but  follow  where  I  must. 


F^ONDEAUX,  €T6. 
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Alas,  no  more  !  Beneath  the  changing  skies 
There  lives  no  sweetness  like  to  that  she  gave ; 

Death  stooped  to  kiss  her  love-consenting  eyes 
When  prayer  and  hope  were  impotent  to  save. 

Within  the  narrow  fortress  of  the  grave, 
All  that  was  lovely,  life-surrendered  lies,— 

And  now  the  banner  of  her  fame  shall  wave 
Alas  !  no  more  beneath  the  changing  skies. 

No  longer  shall  I  hear,  with  fond  surprise. 

The  pleading  voice  to  which  my  heart  was  slave ; 

Bleak  is  the  world  that  once  was  paradise — 
There  lives  no  sweetness  like  to  that  she  gave. 

I  will  be  silent  if  I  must,  and  brave 

To  meet  my  days,  and  if  I  can  be,  wise, — 

To  spare  her  such  of  pain  as  mortals  have. 

Death  stooped  to  kiss  her  love-consenting  eyes. 

0  wondrous  joy  that  songs  immortalize  ! 

0  gift  of  love  I  now  but  idly  crave  ! 
Sweeter  it  seemed,  and  holier,  the  prize. 

When  prayer  and  hope  were  impotent  to  save. 

The  fairy  ways  our  dreams  were  wont  to  pave 
Are  empty  now  of  "  laughter  and  sweet  cries  ;  " 

Drear  winds  invade,  and  barren  wastes  deprave — 
Love  shall  delight,  and  passion  shall  devise, 
Alas,  no  more ! 
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Declined  wttb  tbanlie 

"  Declined  with  thanks  !  "  'Tis  strange  indeed, 

To  think  the  Fates  have  so  decreed 

That  more  than  half  man's  fondest  verse, — 

Good,  bad,  indifferent,  or  worse, — 

Is  wrought  to  be  thus  ticketed. 

What  e'er  the  motive,  be  it  greed 
Of  gold  or  fame,  the  Singer's  reed 
Soon  grows  familiar  with  the  curse : 

"  Declined  with  thanks  !  " 

And  though  the  world  be  run  to  seed 
Man  still  shall  write,  and  man  shall  read  ; 
In  spite  of  wrongs  and  ills  to  nurse- 
Starvation  and  an  empty  purse — 
He  builds  in  rhyme, — his  certain  screed  : 
'■'  Declined  with  thanks  !  " 
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Good  bye  Old- Year  !  I  shrink  to  meet 
The  New  that  heralds  thy  defeat, — 
The  New  that  soon  shall  strive  to  mend 
The  darkest  hour  of  this  thine  end 
Which  thon  dost  near  with  hasty  feet. 

I  scarce  have  heart  enough  to  greet 
The  morn  that  spreads  thy  winding-sheet ; 
And  ah  !  'tis  sad  to  apprehend  !- — 
Good  bye  Old-Year ! 

So,  at  thy  death-bed,  I  repeat 
Adieu  with  thy  last  pulse's  beat. 
Hark  now,  the  chimes,  that  echoing  blend ! 
Farewell  thou  much  beloved  friend, 
Thou  that  wast  famed  and  fair  and  sweet — 
Good  bye  Old- Year. 
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So  Soon  l^ou  Smile 

So  soon  you  smile  your  beauty  glows 
Like  Summer  in  an  August  rose ; 
While  Poesy,  who  mostly  strays 
In  silent  unfrequented  ways, 
Comes  forth  to  wage  a  war  on  prose. 

I  know  not  what  dame  Fortune  owes 
To  my  account  (perhaps  she  knows), 
I  only  know  a  debt  she  pays 

So  soon  you  smile. 

Though  clouds  foretell  the  coming  snows. 
And  ill  may  be  the  wind  that  blows — 
To  use  a  somewhatjeomely  phrase — 
Life  puts  off  all  her  browns  and  grays, 
And  brings  her  trouble  to  a  close, 
So  soon  you  smile. 
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"CDlben  "fcopc  Xies  3)ea5 

When  hope  lies  dead  'tis  time  to  sweep 
Her  ashes  oa  the  burial-heap 
When  no  man  in  his  wisdom  knows 
The  secret  of  that  last  repose 
Which  soon  is  given  to  each  to  keep. 

Enough  it  is  to  cease  to  weep  ; 
It  is  enough  to  fall  asleep, — 
Content  to  woo  the  peaceful  close, 
When  hope  lies  dead. 

And  when  the  truant  senses  creep 
Toward  the  star  that  lights  the  deep, 
Pray  that  our  life's  dissolving  snows 
May  yield  at  length  the  hidden  rose 
We  leave  for  other  hearts  to  reap, 
When  hope  lies  dead. 
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**^c  Crsnolgne" 

Ye  Crynolyne  is  lyke  to  grace 
Ye  worlde  of  fashion  for  a  space  ; 

But  I  woulde  connte  a  lesser  yll 
Ye  broade  Elizabethan  fryll 
Wherewyth  to  frame  ye  ladle's  face. 

Adde  beautie  to  thy  gentyl  race, 
Or  puffe,  or  paynt,  or  courtlie  lace ; 
But  fyght,  0  ladie,  wyth  a  wyll, 
Ye  Crynolyne  ! 

For  thou  art  sweete  in  any  "  case," — 
But  surelie  thou  art  oute  of  place 
In  such  a  rounde  disguise — untyll 
Thou  hast  a  bodie  fyt  to  fyll 

Ye  Crynolyne. 
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"Me  fSbn^  "Wot  ffeel 

We  may  not  feel  as  once  of  old, — 
When  kindly  words  were  quick  to  heal. 
And  fateful  stars  were  yet  untold, — 
We  may  not  feel 

Earth's  gracious  bounties  float  and  steal 
In  dreams  and  odours  manifold. 
Nor  catch  the  secrets  they  reveal. 

They  breathe  in  youth's  untarnished  gold  ; 
But  now — the  years  have  set  a  seal ! 
And  oh  !  the  things  we  may  not  hold — 
We  may  not  feel ! 
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■wnitb  l?ou  for  ©uiDe 

With  you  for  guide,  beloved  one, 
All  else  is  nothing  when  denied, — 
There  is  no  path  that  I  would  shun 
With  you  for  guide. 

Though  all  the  colour  paled  and  died 
Between  the  moonrise  and  the  sun. 
Each  hour  were  doubly  deified. 

Let  be  what  may  !  Let  others  run 
With  Youth  for  joy,  and  Gold  for  bride,- 
I  am  content  to  yield  to  none 

With  you  for  guide  ! 
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(FOUR  SICILIAN  OCTAVES) 

I. 

VanitB  ot  Canities 

Each  one  declares  his  own  a  giant  age, 

And  each  himself  a  giant.     Discontent 
Spells  but  Ambition  to  the  eager  sage, 

And  Pleasure — Knowledge  for  the  fool  to  vent. 
Yet,  as  we  strut  the  academic  stage, 

Loud  with  a  boast  that  vanity  has  lent, 
At  every  moment,  like  a  crumpled  page, 

A  planet  shrivels  in  the  firmament. 
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II. 
B  XegenD 

All  langorous  forms  that  sleep  on  pictured  scrolls, 

Or  peopled  canvases,  for  man's  delight ; 
All  sculptured  marbles — grim  fantastic  ghouls 

(To  serve  the  artist's  whim)  or  fairy-wight, 
Shall  waken  when  the  final  death-bell  knolls, 

To  seek  their  authors  on  the  sunward  height ; 
And  being  sinless  they  shall  crave  their  souls, 

And  pray  and  clamour  for  the  gift  of  light. 
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III. 
/llbicroreD 

As  one  may  see  the  still  moon's  counterpart 

A-tremble  in  the  river's  witching  snare, 
And  all  the  landscape  outlined  as  a  chart 

Which  endlessly  the  flowing  waters  share, — 
So,  as  above  the  current  of  my  heart, 

I  sometimes  find  me  bending  unaware, 
I  see — tho'  years  have  drifted  us  apart — 

The  likeness  of  your  beauty  mirrored  there. 
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IV. 

Beyond  the  barriers  of  the  night  I  leapt, 

Where  new  worlds  gleam  and  cluster  and  are  glad : 
For  I  had  dreamed  the  beauty  that  they  kept 

Unsullied,  and  the  glory  that  they  had. 
Through  seas  of  pale  translucent  light  I  swept. 

Till  Venus  lay  before  me,  silver-clad  ; 
In  mute  satiety  the  love-star  slept, 

And  I  was  calm  as  she — and  not  less  sad. 
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(WJien,  at  the  end.) 

When,  at  the  end,  the  curtains  fall 
Across  the  world  of  death  and  night, 
Sweet  love  shall  blossom  all  in  all. 

The  patient  long-unheeded  call 
Shall  faint  no  more  in  hopes  despite, 
When,  at  the  end,  the  curtains  fall. 

As  Angel  fingers  draw  the  pall 
From  faces  cold  and  still  and  white, 
Sweet  love  shall  blossom  all  m  all. 

No  word  shall  bind,  no  fetter  gall, — 
Dark  passion  shall  be  put  to  flight, 
When,  at  the  end,  the  curtains  fall. 

Old  Time,  the  fierce  despoiler,  shall 
No  longer  build  that  he  may  blight, — 
Sweet  love  shall  blossom  all  in  all. 

And  none  shall  weary  of  the  thrall 
Who  pined  and  straggled  for  the  light, - 
When,  at  the  end,  the  curtains  fall. 
Sweet  love  shall  blossom  all  in  all. 
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Willanelle 

(To  ivatch  and  wait.) 

A  NEW  dawn  floods  the  Eastern  Gate, 
And  gives  soft  promise  of  the  day — 
Dear  heart!  'tis  mine  to  watch  and  wait. 

The  early  song  of  birds  that  mate 
Fills  all  the  throbbing  sky  of  May ; — 
A  new  dawn  floods  the  Eastern  Gate. 

The  earth  is  glad,  and,  soon  or  late. 
My  life  shall  lose  its  waste  of  gray  : 
Dear  heart !  'tis  mine  to  watch  and  wait. 

After  long  nights — how  desolate  ! 
How  weary  of  the  sun's  delay  ! — 
A  new  dawn  floods  the  Eastern  Gate. 

"What  of  the  issue  ?     Love  or  hate  ? 
I  know  not  what  your  lips  will  say  : — 
Dear  heart !  'tis  mine  to  watch  and  wait. 

But  night  is  over  now.     Elate, 
The  sun  beats  up  his  golden  spray ; 
A  new  dawn  floods  the  Eastern  Gate, — 
Dear  heart !  'tis  mine  to  watch  and  wait. 
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IDillanclle 

[Love  comes !) 

Love  comes  with  wonder  in  his  eyes, 

And  roses  tangled  in  his  hair, 

And  sunlight  when  the  Summer  dies. 

He  takes  no  heed  of  Wintry  skies  ; 
He  has  no  thought  of  drowsy  care  ; 
Love  comes  with  wonder  in  his  eyes. 

His  feet  are  weighted  with  surprise, — 
He  finds  new  music  everywhere, 
And  sunlight  when  the  Summer  dies. 

His  laughter  mingles  with  his  sighs — 
A  woof  of  soul-inspiring  prayer  ; 
Love  comes  with  wonder  in  his  eyes. 

He  claims  the  wealth  that  gold  denies, - 
A  splendid  kingdom  is  his  share, 
And  sunlight  when  the  Summer  dies. 

And  ye,  the  sadly  over-wise, 
Shall  aught  avail  against  despair  ? 
Love  comes  with  wonder  in  his  eyes. 
And  sun-light  when  the  Summer  dies. 
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DlUauelle 

(Penniless  Penny-a-liner.) 

Penniless  Penny-a-liner, 
What  is  your  object,  I  ask. 
Thumbing  the  pages  of  Heine  ! 

Dream  not  of  Chopin  in  minor  ; 
Go  to  your  flowerless  task, 
Penniless  Penny-a-liner. 

Fate  is  a  wayward  designer  ! — 
There  in  the  twilight  you  bask. 
Thumbing  the  pages  of  Heine  ! 

Capture  an  item  on  China  ; 
Tap  the  political  cask, 
Penniless  Penny-a-liner. 

Certain  it  is  you  resign  a 
Means  to  a  swig  at  your  flask — 
Thumbing  the  pages  of  Heine  ! 

Wherefore,  aesthetic  repiner. 
Flaunt  this  impossible  mask  ? — 
Penniless  Penny-a-linor, 
Thumbing  the  pages  of  Heine  ! 
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QUARTRAINS 
I. 

When  as  with  Death  you  slumbered  hand  in  hand, 
A  star,  unloosed,  shot  forth  a  glowing  arc  : 
It  seemed  a  golden  bridge  that  God  had  spanned, 
For  you  to  cross  in  safety  through  the  dark. 

II. 

iLife  an&  /iRelancbolg 

Life  is  a  soulless  joy,  a  barren  gift. 
Where  gentle  Melancholy  has  no  part, — 
Who  marks,  unmoved,  the  Autumn's  leafy  drift, 
Has  looked  on  Summer  with  an  empty  heart. 

III. 
Small  "QdonDec 

We  swear  "  eternal "  friendship,  we  bequeath 
A  "  life-devoted  "  passion — for  a  day  ! — 
Small  wonder,  since  the  soul  is  forced  to  breathe 

Through  lips  of  clay. 
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IV. 
/IBusic 

There  glows  a  paradise  beyond  the  reach 
Of  colour-witcheries  and  flowers  of  speech 
A  joy  that  lives  above  the  life  of  each, 
That  music  only  has  the  power  to  teach. 


XLhc  fSscnnest  TLivcs 

The  meanest  lives,  forgotten  in  the  tomb, 

Outlive  the  dreams  which  vain  ambition  weaves; 

The  spring  bviilds  much  of  all  her  lovely  bloom, 
On  last  year's  fallen  leaves. 

VI. 

Some  ^oets 

They  prattle  platitude,  and  prate  ; 
Dissect  a  half-enamoured  sense  ; 
And — learn  the  woes  of  impotence 
When  spirit  grows  articulate. 
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VII. 

(After  Ruckert.) 

My  house  was  dark.     I  sought  a  friendly  neighbour, 
And  begged  a  light  to  see  my  way  about, — 
And  then,  as  if  to  thank  him  for  his  labour, 

I  blew  his  own  light  out ! 
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I. 

That  day  when  first  we  met, 
I  seemed  as  one  enchanted  ; 
Do  you,  dear  girl,  forget 
That  day  when  first  we  met  ? 
I  scarcely  spoke — and  yet 
You  took  it  all  for  granted  ! 
That  day  when  first  we  met, 
I  seemed  as  one  enchanted. 

II. 

I  TRIED  my  very  best 

To  look  the  thought  that  goaded  ;- 

And  you — you  merely  guessed 

I  tried  my  very  best, 

And  feared  to  help  me,  lest 

My  willing  heart  exploded  ; 

I  tried  my  very  best 

To  look  the  thought  that  goaded. 

III. 

When  last  the  darkness  came. 
And  rain  began  to  patter, 
Your  parasol  Irclied  "tame" 
(When  last  the  darkness  came) 
You  thought  me  all  to  blame, 
And  what  /  thought — no  matter  ! 
When  last  the  darkness  came, 
And  rain  began  to  patter. 
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I. 

(Insfiiration) 
Whkn  you  left  in  a  huff 

I  was  scarcely  to  pity  ! 
'Twas  a  song  in  the  rough 
When  you  left  in  the  hufif, 
For  I  pencilled  my  cuff 

With  a  dolorous  ditty  ! — 
When  you  left  in  a  huff' 

I  was  scarcely  to  pity  ! 

II. 

{Alas  !) 

For  an  hour,  for  a  day, 

She  was  charming  and  tender  ; 
She  had  lovers  to  sway 
For  an  hour,  for  a  day, — 
But  now  that  she's  gray 

May  the  heavens  defend  her  I 
For  an  hour  for  a  day 

She  was  charming  and  tender. 


©F^ANSLATIONS 
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Sonnet 

(Riickert) 

I  ONCE  heard  say  that  Spring  had  come  again, 
And  forth  I  went  to  seek  whence  she  had  strayed  ; 
I  found  the  fields  with  bud  and  bloom  arrayed, 
But  sought,  alas  !  the  much -loved  Spring  in  vain  ! 
The  bird  and  bee  were  busy,  but  their  strain 
Was  fraught  with  gloom,  as  though  their  mirth  they 

stayed  ; 
And  where  the  sun  shone,  scarce  a  joy  he  made — 
For  then  it  seemed  the  Spring  was  wholly  slain. 

I  leaned  upon  my  staff,  and  turned  away 

To  that  dear  place  which  long  my  soul  had  known, 

"Whereunto  I  had  made  so  long  delay  ; 

And  lo  !  sweet  Spring  was  there  !  No  smile  she  gave, 

But  sat  with  tearful  eyes  and  sad,  alone. 

On  thy — as  'twere  upon  her  mother's — grave. 
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:fl3arren  Seasons 

{Riichert) 

I. 

Is  the  meadow  green  ?  and  ah  ! 

Is  the  Summer  here  ? 
Though  I  wander  near  and  far, 

Seeking  far  and  near, — 
Not  a  foot-print  in  the  grass 

That  is  yours,  my  dear  ! 
Barren  all  the  fields,  alas  ! 

Summer  blooms  not  here. 

II. 

When,  walking  o'er  the  fields,  the  daisies  cling 
To  thee,  where'er  thou  tread'st,  as  unto  Spring, — 

For  like  to  Spring  thou  art ! — 
Thou  know'st  that  here,  within  this  buried  town, 
The  Autumn,  fallen  low,  lies  yellow  and  brown, 
— A  withered  leaf  my  heart ! 
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JBcbolD  the  Sea 

[Emanuel  Geihel) 

Behold,  the  sea !    The  sun's  swift  rays  unfurl 

Upon  her  track  ; 
Yet  in  her  depths,  where  hides  the  perfect  pearl, 

The  night  is  black. 

The  Sea  am  I.     In  billows  proud  and  bold 

My  senses  sweep  ; 
And  all  my  songs  stream  like  the  sun's  full  gold 

Across  the  deep. 

Oft-times  they  throb  with  love  and  jest — the  creeds 

They  fain  impart, — 
While,  buried  in  my  silent  bosom,  bleeds 

A  sunless  heart. 
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^TraumbilO  (IRo  I) 
(Heine) 

Once  did  I  dream  of  Love's  impassiooed  eyes, 
Of  daiuty  curls,  of  myrtle,  mignonette, 
Of  sweetest  vows,  and  kisses  sweeter  yet, 

Of  gloomy  songs,  and  cloudy  melodies. 

Long  vanished  are  those  dreams  of  other  times. 
The  visions  of  my  youth  have  passed  away, 
Nothing  remains  save  what  I  learned  so  say 

Of  all  I  ftlt  and  hoped,  in  gentle  rhymes. 

And  thou,  O  orphaned  Song  !  meet,  too,  thy  death  ; 
Go,  seek  that  vision,  now  so  visionless, — 
And  if  thou  find'st  it,  give  it  soft  caress  ; 

Breathe  on  that  wasted  dream  this  fireless  breath. 
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Bven  as  3 

[Heine) 

In  the  heavens  stretching  far, 
Many  thousand  stars  are  beaming,- 
But  mine  own  beloved  star, 
Nowhere  do  I  see  her  gleaming. 

From  the  golden  labyrinth 
Has  God  suffered  her  exemption  ? 
May  be  she  has  erred  and  strayed, 
Even  as  I  —beyond  redemption. 
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XLbc  Mttcxcnce 

(Hoffmann  von  Fallersleben) 

To  you  belong  the  splendours  of  the  palace, 
The  gold  that  glitters  and  the  precious  stone ; 
You  are  the  lord  of  mountains  and  of  valleys, 
And  I  have  not  a  barn  men  call  my  own. 

And  yet,  what  matters  it  so  I  inherit 
The  Seasons  and  the  beauties  they  design  ? 
The  little  that  is  yours,  you  have.     So  be  it ! 
I  sing  my  songs — and  all  the  world  is  mine. 
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Bn  5 Me  ©ream 

(Hoffmann  von  Fallersleben) 

"Within  my  garden  stood  a  tree 

That  grew  and  spread  each  separate  bough  ; 
It  once  bore  golden  fruit  to  me, — 

It  scarcely  bears  a  leaflet  now. 

Within  its  branches  sang  a  bird — 
A  bird  that  seldom  ceased  to  sing, — 

And  ever  when  the  song  I  heard, 
I  quite  forgot  my  sorrowing. 

But  now  the  bird  is  flown  away, 
The  tree  is  withered  and  unblest  ; 

My  sorrow  still  elects  to  stay — 
An)l  idle  dream  was  all  the  rest. 
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1Riabt*Sona 
{After  Biisch) 

The  silent  night  creeps  on  to  close 
In  peace  each  weary  eye  : 

Be  still,  sad  heart,  and  seek  repose 
Before  the  night  shall  die  ; 

Be  still,  and  cast  each  care  away, 

Before  the  night  forsake  thee,- 

Forgetful  that  another  day 

Shall  ever  dawn  to  wake  thee. 
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•    trbe>Sflent  (Brief 

^  ■     {After  Tkeo:  Storm)         ' 

There  comes  from  thee  no  sighing  plaint, , 
No  word  to  testify  thy  cares, — 
But  what  thy  lips  refuse  to  paint. 
Thy  soft  and  pallid  hand  declares. 

That  hand — so  nerveless  grown  and  white, 
So  eloquent  of  grief  and  smart — 
I  know,  folds  through  the  sleepness  night, 
In  silepQe  on  a  broken  heart. 


r 


■    / 


.  ■  { 


¥ 


\  1 


115 


ILtnes 

(From  Beran(jer) 

Fools  all !    Come,  let  us  smite  the  ground, 
And  make  our  little  bells  to  sound  ; 
Come,  let  us  march  to  flieir  refrain, 
As  march  the  pretty  mules  in  Spain. 
Of  human  weakness,  triSth  to  tell, 
No  man  is  free  in  any  age  ; 
For  Folly  sews  a  tinkling  bell 
E'en  on  the  mantle  of  the  Sage. 
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